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Author's Notes: 
Mamasan (Motherlovemelon)- | wrote this just for you. | really groove on your slash thang! You make me 


miss my deadlines damn it. 


| stared dejectedly at my computer screen. What next? 

"Write what you know," a voice whispered. 

"Yeah, well | don't know what it's like to be a guy with a nine inch cock grazing my prostate," | whine. 
"Imagination, it's a terrible thing to waste," the voice teased. 

Great, now l'm hearing voices. | scroll the screen back up to the top. Searing lust filled gaze-check. Feigned 


protest-check. Lingering kiss, followed by playful nip~check. Nipple twist-check. Tongue trailing down chest, belly 
button and treasure trail-check. Lick head of cock, underside and back again-check. Balls-oops! 


Ville playfully tickled Bam's balls. 

Hmm. Let it go. Fix it in rewrites. Ass grabbing-check. Lean forward and nibble ear- check. Back to cock- check. 
Take length of cock in mouth-check. Hmm. Damn. There Ville was, mouth frozen mid-cock. Bam rolled his eyes, 
and started fiddling with my punctuation 

"Hey, knock it off," | yelled, knowing how particular RockFic is about grammar. 


"Get on with it," Ville slurred around Bam's cock. 


"Hey, this is my party pal," | replied. "How would you like to stay like this forever?" They both moaned Bam 
wiggled a bit and became still. "That's better." 


Okay, well bring mouth back up cock. Commence with deep throating. Chop. Chop. Ville complied. Bam closed his 
eyes and grinned. Hmm. Did | do ass grabbing? 


"Yes," Bam moaned. Ville continued to work furiously as | drummed my fingers on my desk. 


"Okay slow down. | know you have asthma. | don't want you having an attack while | think," | said. | guess | could 


stick a finger up someone's ass. 
"Well you damn well better write in some lube!" Bam glared up at me. 
"Write it and they will come." There was that voice again. The boys giggled. 


"Who said that?" | demanded. Silence. "Look, it had to be one of you." More silence. "Fine, then no one gets to 


come.” 
"It wasn't us, | swear," cried Bam. 
A muffled "Honest" from Ville. 


| looked up at the right hand corner of my computer. Clippy scratched his head and raised his eyebrows. Naw. 
Clippy yawned and closed his eyes. Suddenly he leaped up and fell into that scrunched up smile. It couldn't be. 


"Clippy, was that you?" | asked. 
If you don't write it, they don't come." 
"Clippy, say something," | pleaded. Clippy just watched me expectantly. "Speak, boy, speak." 


"Oh for Christ sake," Bam bellowed. Ville slid his mouth off Bam's cock, reached across the screen, snatched 
Clippy off his sheet of yellow legal paper, and yanked him down into the page. Grabbing a skateboard from 


under the bed, Bam flattened Clippy with a splat. Ville clapped. 


Bam stuck his head out of the page, flattening his face against the glass of the monitor. "You couldn't give a 
blow job if your life depended on it” 


"And next time you want someone to find my prostate, please kindly bring a map," quipped Ville as he lit a 
cigarette. The screen froze. Letters then entire words began to disappear. The page went blank..fuck it. I'll just 


go back online and read ‘Promise’ again. 


*(He told me to write what | know. Yeah, if you only knew) 


